
the TMoore of V T cnice. 

Oth. Went he hence now? 

Def. Yes faith,fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me, 

To fuffer withhiro j good Lone call him backe. 

Or. Not now fwett ‘Defdemtn , fooae other time» * 

Def. But 0)3f tbe fbortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweec for you. 

‘Dtf. Shaft be to night at flipper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Dtf To morrow dinner then f 

Oth. I (ball not dine at home, 

I meet the Captainesat thcCittadell. 

7)ef. Why then to morrow night,or taefday morne. 
On tuefday-morne,ornight,or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : 1 faith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trcfpa(fc,in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay, the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her bed) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me OtheUo I wonder inmy foule. 

What you couldaske me, that I (hould deny ? 

Or (land fo mam’ring on ? What Michael Cafsit ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke ofyou difpraifingly, 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could doe much,— 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will;, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Dtf Why this is not a boone, 

Tisas I (hould ini reat you veare yourgloaes: 

Or feed on nourifliing dilbes,or keep you warme, , 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon : nav , when I haue a fuite, . 
Wherein i meane to touch y our loue indeed. 

It (hill be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefuil : be granted, 

i will deny thee nothing,. 

F 3., 


Where'- 


ll The Tragedy of Othello 

My Generali will forget my loue and fcruice. 

I) if. Doe not doubt that,before Emilia here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? allure thee. 

Iff doe vowafriendftiip, Ileperforme it» 

To the lad Article j my Lord (ball neuer reft, 

He watchhim rame,andtalke him out of patience; 

His bed (hall feeme a fchoole,his boord a fhrife. 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafsio’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsit, 

For thy foliciter (ball rather die. 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, Iag0,4ffd Gentlemen. 

Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Gaf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

‘Dtf Nay day,andhearcmefpcake. 

Caf Madam not now.I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. 

Def, WcIl,doe y ourdiferetion. Exit Ciftio- 

lag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth. What doll thou fay ? 

Ug. Nothing my Lord, or if,— I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cafsit parted from my wife? 

lag. Cafsit. my Lord f— no fure,J cannot thinke it. 

That he would dealt avay fo guilty- like. 

Seeing you comming. 

Otb. I doc be leeuc twas he. 

DeJ. Host now my Lord, 

1 haue been talking with a fuiter here, 

A man that languid) s inyour difplcafure. 

Oth. Who i’ll you meanc? 

* Def. Why your Leiutenant Cafsi«,good my Lord,, 

If l haue any grace or power to moue you, 

Hisprefcnt reconciliation take t 

For if he be not one that truely loucs you. 

That erres in ignorance, and notin cunning, 
l haue no iudgement in an honed face, 

I prethee call him hacke. 
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